THE TALE  OF  BEOWULF          141

XXXV. BEOWULF TELLS OF PAST
FEUDS, AND BIDS FAREWELL TO
HIS FELLOWS: HE FALLS ON THE
WORM, AND THE BATTLE OF THEM
BEGINS.

THEN to sleeping-stead wendeth he, singeth
he sorrow,

The  one  for  the  other;   o'er-roomy  all

seem'd him                                             2460

The meads and the wick-stead.    So the helm of

the Weders

For Herebeald's sake the sorrow of heart
All welling yet bore, and in nowise might he
On the banesman  of that life the feud be a-

booting;

Nor ever the sooner that warrior might hate
With deeds loathly, though he to him nothing

was lief.
He then with the sorrow wherewith that sore

beset him
Man's joy-tide gave up, and chose him God's

light.
To his offspring he left, e'en as wealthy man

doeth,

His land and his folk-burgs when he from life
wended.                                                           2470